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some years past sixty; and yet he has all the vivacity
and frolic, and whim of the sprightliest youth. He
continues to rank all mankind under the general de-
nomination of Gilbert. He patrols the streets at
midnight as much as ever, and beats with as much
vigour the town-guard drum; nor is his affection for
the company of blind fiddlers in the least abated.

" Fingal" has been very warmly received at London:
a second edition of it has just now come out.    The
public taste, you will allow, is good at present: long
may it last!   Long may the voice of the venerable
j                            Bard be heard with unaffected pleasure 1

I                               I see your regiment is ordered for England.    I hope

you will be allowed to recruit, or have leave of absence,
as it would be very severe upon you to be moved from
j                            your present situation.

1                               If you will number the lines in our pages, you will find

I                            I have twenty-three, whereas you have only eighteen.

I                              I enclose you the sorrowful lamentation of a stabler,

|                           called   Hutchison,   who,   on   Wednesday   last,   was

|                           whipped through this town, for forcing away a young

man as a recruit, and beating him unmercifully. The
said Lamentation, you will find, is in verse, and,
although^sold for a single penny, is a work of remark-
able merit. The exordium is a passionate address to
Captains all, amongst whom, who can more properly
be reckoned than Captain Andrew ?

I remain, your sincere friend,

JAMES BOSWELL.

NEW TARBAT, May I, 1762.
Well then, my friend, you leave the Bar,
Resolved on drums, on dress, and war,
While Fancy paints in liveliest hues
Swords, sashes, shoulder-knots, reviews ;